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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first of a series of \'outtakes\" for Born to Die, meant to portray the story from another point of 
view. This one\'s tame, but | SWEAR there wiil be smut in the future.. 


Alex paced the tiny hospital room, chain smoking and trying not to cry. It had been hours since the doctor had 
wheeled Geddy into the back. He didn't know how long things like this usually took, but it seemed like it was 
taking too long. 


If only there was something to distract him. If it had been a real hospital, there would have been a cafeteria 
to walk to, or at least a television to watch or magazines to read. But they weren't in a real hospital. They 


were in the back room of a clinic run by a mobbed-up doctor who specialized in digging bullets out of guys 


that looked like sides of beef. 


One such side of beef lay in the other bed, shielded by a curtain when anyone thought to pull it closed. Alex 
felt a little sorry for him. He was all alone, with no one to pace or wait by his bedside. On the other hand, he 


appeared to be in a coma, so maybe he didn't mind too much. 


He lit the last cigarette of his second pack when the double doors swung open and the doctor and his orderly 
appeared, pushing a gurney upon which rested the love of his life. Tears of joy replaced the tears of anguish in 
Alex's eyes as he ran the five steps to meet them. 


The doctor's head snapped up to look at him. "Put out that cigarette, you fool,” he hissed. "We're using oxygen! 


Do you want to incinerate all of us?" 


"Oh, no! Sorry -- sorry!" Red-faced and shamed, Alex hastily stubbed out his smoke in a nearby ashtray then 
turned back to them. 


Geddy was almost as white as the sheet that covered him, and his eyes were tightly shut. He was moaning 


quietly, but he didn't seem to be awake. 
"How is he, Doc? Is he gonna be all right, do you think?" 


The doctor regarded him coldly. "It's impossible to say anything for certain, of course. But, if things should 


continue as expected, the subject should be able to make a complete recovery.’ 


Not complete, thought Alex. He looked down at the gauze and bandages swaddling Geddy's wrists, and thought 
of those long, poetic fingers that had loved so, worshipping them with tongue and lips during humid adolescent 
rights. He remembered those fingers wrapping around his cock, and also plucking bass strings and pressing on 


piano keys. It was hard to decide what had given him more pleasure. Please forgive me, Ged | couldnt lose you 
again. 

The doctor wheeled the gurney to the bed and he and the orderly rather ungently transferred him over. Alex 
gently pulled up the covers and tucked them around him, then brushed the hair back from his sweaty 
forehead. The doctor cleared his throat, and Alex turned his attention back to him. 


"Barring any changes, the plan of care will be primarily supportive, with regular infusions of antibiotics and 


morphine. It's up to you, of course, but my recommendation would be to start detox once he's a bit stronger” 
Alex grimaced, "Detox? For what?" 

"Opiates, most likely heroin, | would think" 

"Geddy doesn't use stuff like that" 

The doctor, poker faced, pulled Geddy's arm from under the covers and turned it so that Alex could see the 
red, weeping sores that dotted the crook of his elbow and all around the inner surface of his pallid arm. "What 


did you think these were? Mosquito bites? He's a junkie.” 


Alex could feel his blood rise and his fists clench. "He's not a junkie! Maybe he's been using something, | don't 


know, but he's no junkie." 


"Call him whatever you want, this man is a heroin user, and judging by the amount of sedation we needed to 
knock him out, quite a heavy one. He's almost certainly addicted. He's not well enough to go through detox at 
this time. The withdrawal will dehydrate him, and | don't think his body can handle the shock. We can start once 


he's stabilized Unless, of course, you plan to put him back out to work, in which case why bother?" 
"What? No! Never! He's not going back to that life. | love him." 


The doctor's eyes rolled. "Whatever you say. Fine, we'll plan detox to commence in two weeks, tentatively. We'll 
use a tapering approach, using methadone to wean him slowly off of the opiates. He may need to take 


methadone for the rest of his life.” 


"What, replacing one addiction with another one? How do | know you're not just trying to keep him hooked? I'm 
not buying it" 


"Do you have any better ideas?" 


"Can't we just get him off of it without using the metha--? You know, just tear the bandage off quick? | don't 


want him to have to be a slave to this, you know?" 
"| don't think --" 
"Why should | trust you? We do this clean, no methawhatsis.’ 


| don't recommend it, but what the hell, | just went through medical school. What do | know?" Shaking his head, 


turned to leave the room, the orderly following along at his heels. 

"Wait! Wait, Doc!" 

The doctor turned and regarded him, emotionless as a boa constrictor. "Yes?" 

"What -- What do | do? You know, with him?" 

The doctor exhaled wearily. "Now you want my advice. When he's more awake, he can have some ice chips. 
Bobbo, get them some." The orderly lumbered over to a freezer chest in the corner and scooped some ice into 
a styrofoam cup and handed it to Alex. "If he can keep them down, in a little while he can have sips of water. 
Water's in the cooler. Give me a call if he's circling the drain Otherwise, | have other work that doesn't involve 
you. Got it?" 

"Got it, thanks." 


The doctor turned, expressionless, and headed back through the doors into the front of the clinic. 


Finally, Alex was alone with his love. Well, alone save the bruiser in the next bed, but he hardly counted. He 
grabbed a chair and pulled it alongside the bed, staring at Geddy like a man dying of thirst stares at a roaring 
stream. He wanted desperately to comfort him, but was almost afraid to touch him. He was so fragile, lying 
there mutilated between starched sheets. Instead of clasping him to his chest, he made do with gently placing 
his hand on Geddy's burning cheek Geddy moved unconsciously toward his touch, opening parched lips in a 
silent request. Alex placed one of the ice chips between Geddy's lips, and, as Geddy sucked it into his mouth, 
Alex felt an unasked-for stirring below his waist. He frowned and fought with himself. This was neither the 
time, nor the place. Geddy whimpered quietly, and Alex stroked his cheek and put another ice chip in his mouth. 


"No one's ever going to hurt you again, Baby." He scooted his chair closer and lay his head next to Geddy's on 
the pillow, just for a moment, just to breathe with him. 


Chapter 2 


Two weeks and one day later, and Alex was regretting every harsh word he'd spoken to the doctor. He'd been 
expecting an eruption, but Geddy had glanced at his hands once, heard the news about the amputations, and 
moved on, asking for a shot of something. The shot hadn't been forthcoming, and Alex had seen him crumble. It 
started with anxiety, then sweating and horrible fear. Soon, Alex could see the muscles in his arms and thighs 
cramp, and at the same time he started to vomit. And it continued, longer than Alex thought possible. 


He held the bucket closer to Geddy's sweating face and wondered how much one little body could take. He'd long 
since vomited up everything that was in his stomach, but still he convulsed with wracking retches that 


seemed as though they would tear him in two, and Alex could see his emaciated muscles twitch and contract. 


He was conscious, not that he was saying much beyond a few moans and grunts. If those were any clue to the 


agony he was in, though, Alex was halfway glad he wasn't really talking. 

Alex sat down on the mattress next to Geddy and grimaced involuntarily. The sheet was soaking wet with the 
perspiration that poured off of his beloved's fragile form. It had been a challenge to keep him from 
dehydrating between the sweat and the puke, so the doctor had had to hook him up to an IV drip. That had 
brought its own problems, since for a brief while Geddy had been convinced that they were trying to poison 
him and had pulled out his IV twice. Thankfully, Alex had been able to hold his hands down until the paranoia 
had passed, so for the time being he wasn't at risk of drying out and crumbling into dust. 

Geddy heaved again, then groaned and whispered something just at the edge of Alex's hearing. 

"What was that, Babe? | couldn't quite hear you." 


Geddy whispered again, still not quite loudly enough to be understood. Alex curled closer and pressed his ear up 


to Geddy's mouth. 
"One more time, Baby, please?" 


He felt Geddy's breath stir against his earlobe, then heard a click as Geddy tried to swallow with his dusty 
throat. Then he took in a shaky breath and spoke again 


"Sorry" 
"Sorry, Ged? For what?" 
"Louie, I'm sorry, please." 


"Oh, God, Baby, no.." 


"Please, Louie." 


Tears burned in Alex's eyes and spilled over his lashes. "Ohhh, Baby, no.. No, Louie's not here, Baby, Sweetie, 


please, no..." 


Geddy's body shook again, but this time with sobs rather than dry heaves. "Please.. Hurts so bad.. Please give 


me a shot, I'm sorry." 


Alex couldn't stand it any more. If Geddy was hooked forever, then so be it. He couldn't watch him suffer for 


another moment. He kissed him on the damp temple. "Don't worry, I'm gonna fix this. You'll see." 


He rose from the bed and pushed on the double doors that led into he rest of the clinic, but the doors were 
bolted from the other side. He could still see light through the frosted windows, though, so the doctor and his 
staff were obviously still there. He wasn't about to be deterred, not with Geddy suffering like that. He raised 
his fists and pounded on the door with all of his might until he heard the bolt being thrown from the other 
side. The doors flung open, and the doctor, looking harried and holding a syringe, stepped in 


"What? What do you want? Don't you realize that I'm about to start a facelift for a woman of some 


importance?" 

"| don't care. | changed my mind. Give him something to help him, now." 

"Oh, what happened to all your astute medical sensibilities?" 

"Okay, | admit it. You were right, | was wrong. Now give him something, he's in terrible agony.” 

The doctor smirked, clearly enjoying the situation. "And what if | dont want to, now? What if you showed me 
the error of my ways, and now I'm anti-methadone? | think maybe we should just let your friend ride this one 
out." 

Alex was through playing around. He'd apologized, and enough was enough. He grabbed the doctor by the throat 
and slammed him up against the wall. The doctor struggled and tried to shout, but only a gurgling sound came 


out. Alex leaned in close. 


"Listen here, you little sadist. | admitted | was wrong, now give him what he needs before | take you apart. And 
don't try calling for your orderly, | can break your neck before that goon even gets up from his chair. Got it?" 


The doctor nodded as best he could, and Alex let him go. Without saying a word, the doctor went over to a 
locked medicine cabinet and drew up some liquid into a new syringe with shaking hands. He walked over to 


Geddy's bed and made to inject the contents into the IV line when Alex stopped him with a hand to his arm. 


"And Doc? If you are doing anything, anything funny that might hurt him, I'm gonna kill you slow. Understand?" 


The doctor blinked, then replied, with exaggerated dignity, "I'll have you know that | take my Hippocratic Oath 


very seriously. | would never intentionally hurt a patient." 

"Yeah, you'd just let one suffer and puke himself to death, | got it" 

With a derisive look, the doctor pushed the plunger on the syringe and nonchalantly strolled toward the door, 
pausing only to straighten out the wrinkles in his surgical gown before leaving the room. Alex called out to his 
retreating form: "Don't lock it this time, okay? You know I'll just break it down if you do." 

He paused for a moment, listening. When he didn't hear the click of the bolt, he nodded, satisfied He looked 
over to Geddy's bed, and a wave of relief washed over him. Geddy was breathing almost normally, and the 
nausea and pain seemed to be subsiding for now. Alex turned off the overbed light and lay down next to him, 


wrapping him in his arms. 


"Alex.. Alex.. H's really you?" Geddy's voice already seemed stronger, now that he wasn't straining against a 
full-body muscle cramp. 


"Yeah, Babe." 

"Thank you...” 

"You're welcome." 

"Please don't leave me.." 

"Never, Babe. | swear, no one will ever separate us again" 

Seemingly satsified with his answer, Geddy's muscles relaxed and he fell asleep for the first time in days. Alex 


rocked him back and forth soothingly and kissed the back of his matted hair. "| swear, Geddy, on my life, never 
again" His eyelids grew heavy, and he drifted gently into dreams. 


